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Chapter 1
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I was a simple resident of an isolated village in California. The year was 1870, and I loved the place where I lived, even though I'd been by myself ever since my wife died.

The village itself was pretty small, and the population had been decreasing by a bit every couple of years. There were only 54 of us living there, and we were all very close. We all knew each other’s darkest secrets.

Ever since my wife passed away, more often than not I caught myself ogling some of the guys in the village. About ten years ago, they were small and no more than a passing thought in my mind. Now, they were bigger and, dare I say it, handsome and pretty virile.

They grew up fast, and now they looked like proper men. They had it all. They were strong, confident, and dominant. They almost made me envious of them, but I knew I was on top.

About four months ago, I managed to get laid with one of them. His name was Johnny, and he was perfect. A slender body, blond hair, a face that could make anyone melt on the inside, very red lips, and a thick accent that was like music to my ears.

He was just a bit shorter than I was, but the most noticeable difference between us was the overall size of our bodies. He still needed to work way more often at the ranch to get to my size. Working on the farm was hard and demanding. I was able to haul the guy with just one arm the first night we fucked.

The night we had together in my home was fantastic, but we knew we couldn’t tell anyone. People in the village didn’t take too kindly to man-on-man action. I could understand their feelings towards that, but I’d always wanted more freedom.

Ever since that night together with Johnny, my belly grew huge. Initially, I thought that it was thanks to me drinking too much at the local saloon, but that couldn’t be. I began to drink less beer since then, but my stomach kept on growing.

The worst started to happen a month or two after that night with Johnny. I began to feel tired and dizzy. The symptoms of pregnancy became more and more common, but I refused to believe that I was pregnant.

I mean, really, men don’t get pregnant, right? The symptoms kept on popping up, but I kept on telling myself that they’d go away one day.

I went to the doctor in a larger, nearby village, and he also couldn’t explain what it was that I was going through.

There was only one other option I could take to find a solution to my problem. People in the village recommended me a nearby curator – or witch, as some liked to describe her. I decided I had nothing to lose, and so I packed up my stuff in a bag and readied the horse to get there tomorrow.​

***
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I PICKED UP THE BAG and put it on the horse. Artax was a good companion. Never once did he do something I didn't want from him. He was fast and strong on the roads, and he’s been with me for several years.

The road to the curator’s house was a long one. It was also infamous for bandit ambushes, but I didn’t have any problems with that while I traversed the road on my way to the curator’s house.

The house where the woman lived was falling apart. The walls and the roof were dotted with holes and flaking paint. 

I knocked on the front door and then heard some noises coming from inside the house.

The woman who opened the door was very old. She seemed to be about sixty years of age, but I could feel she wasn’t a defenseless woman. The stuffed animals and hunting trophies inside the place told me she could deal with bandits easily. I made sure to keep that in mind so that I didn’t piss her off.

"What do you want?" She barked.

"I heard you are a curator. I’ve been feeling nauseous and, sometimes, I puke. I think it’s because my belly is bigger now. Can you explain to me what’s been happening to me?"

She grunted and looked down at my belly. The look on her face told me she had an idea that could explain what was going on with me.

"Alright, come inside and sit on that chair," the curator said, adding, "and you can call me Marjory."

I walked around in her house and hung my hat on the wall. I sat on the chair and watched her as she worked on some vials on the table. She picked up some herbs and made a concoction.

Then, she said, "Drink this." I did as she asked of me. The flavor of the liquid was horrible, but I heard good things about her. I trusted her work.

"Now, take your shirt off. I need to feel the belly."

I did as she commanded. She looked at my big belly and kneeled in front of me.

I got a bit turned on at that moment. I’d had many women – and a young man – kneel in front of me. Usually, they would go for my rock-hard cock, but Marjory had something else to do.

She put her hand on my belly and I felt how cold it was, even though we were in the middle of a very hot Summer. Then, she put her ear next to my stomach, trying to catch any noise coming from there.

She got up and said, "Okay, now take off your pants and lie on my bed. Then, open your ass so that I can take a look inside your rectum."

Wait, what? This old fart wants to check my ass out?

The look on my face showed her how surprised I was at that demand. I then asked, "Why do you want to do that?"

The curator looked annoyed at my question and then said, "Why do you think I asked that of you? Why did you come here? I need to take a look there to confirm a suspicion of mine. Trust me when I say I don’t enjoy this one bit."

With the way she said it, I had to obey her. I took off my pants and headed to her bed. I lied on it and spread my legs for her.

Marjory kneeled behind me and probed my anus with her finger. I felt a bit turned on again. I remembered some naughty details from when Johnny penetrated my hole with his fat cock.

Minutes later, Marjory got up and asked me to get dressed. "I know what’s happening with you, cowboy," she said with an enigmatic and terrifying look on her face.

Once I put my shirt and pants on, I walked to where the curator was. She looked deeply into my eyes and I braced myself for the bad news. I was already thinking she was going to tell me I was about to die or something like that.

"You are..." I closed my eyes as I expected the very bad news to come from her mouth, "pregnant. You’ve been like that for a couple of months already."

I opened my eyes in a heartbeat. Pregnant? Me? But that’s impossible!

Marjory seemed to know I didn’t believe her words, "I know that you don’t believe it because you think that men can’t get pregnant. Well, in my experience, some men can."

I tried to refute her words, but I could only open and close my mouth. I couldn’t think of what to say to her. She was the expert and was confirming something that had been in my head for a very long time.

Marjory continued her explanation, "Men who get pregnant usually can give birth to healthy babies. You can do that as well, but there’s one condition."

Hearing those words from her made me snap back to reality. I was thinking about what my life was going to be like. Having a baby, feeding him or her, and trying to hide them from the other villagers because they couldn’t know... My life would be a mess.

"What should I do?" I asked the curator.

"First, you need to find the father of the child. Then, you should explain to him the situation. Try to be very calm and attentive. He might not take it as well as you have."

I definitely wasn’t taking that fact well, but the old woman was right about finding the father. I already knew who he was. There was only one man I’d had sex with in my life: Johnny.

He was still living in the village. He was barely a man himself and I imagined he wasn’t going to take the news well. He didn’t have the mental fortitude for that. He was still living with his parents and his dream was to visit the east coast. It was a dream unlikely to come true in his life, but he was an inexperienced young man, after all.

"I think I know who the father is, Marjory. Here’s your payment. I’ll be on my way. I need to head back to my village."

I bid farewell and headed back home. I was about to have a full day tomorrow. Meeting Johnny again was not going to be easy.
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​Chapter 2
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I got home yesterday feeling exhausted, both mentally and physically. The ride back home felt longer than it really was because I kept thinking about being pregnant, Johnny, and the baby.

How was I going to tell him about what happened? How was he going to deal with his parents? It was obvious to me that they couldn’t know what was happening and I was hoping Johnny would understand where I was coming from.

I woke up and looked at myself in the mirror. Still in good shape at forty years of age, I thought. I was one of the tallest men in the village, had a nice beard, short black hair, and hazel eyes that most girls usually complimented.

I got dressed and headed outside. The village looked busy at around 8 AM. A lot of people there got up early to begin their work and take care of their children. The saloon was already open and some guests were already inside.

I walked by the saloon and looked inside the building. I spotted Johnny in there, chugging a glass of beer and beaming. I didn’t want to spoil his moment, but there was no better occasion to talk to him.

I entered the place and approached the young man. I put one hand on his shoulder and he looked at me. Surprised, he could barely blink. It had been months since the last time I spoke with him. I didn’t blame him for having that reaction.

"Johnny, we need to talk... in private."

It took him a couple of seconds to respond. His mind was still processing the situation.

"Sure, Cole. Lead the way."

I headed outside the saloon and into an alley between that place and a gun store. Johnny still looked as if he didn’t want to talk to me. It was also another very normal reaction, given that men didn't have the habit of meeting in alleys for chit-chatting.
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